THINGS    UPSTANDING,   MOVING
Things upstanding, moving, flying.— Art thou all but a dream ? Or so many hallucinations ? You that learn, hear and think. Art thou but unreal fancies Devoid of any deep meaning ?
Oh Heaven, warm sun, bosky wood,—
Art thou all just a mirage ?
Or just a mere fault of vision ?
As things bygone are buried
And lost like stuff of dreams.
Am I too another dream ?
And is this world just a lie ?
The concept of time passing
And the many remembered perceptions
And the myriad pictures of the mind.
Are the virtues therein also false ?
If from the tiny seeds do grow
The stately trees in the grove.
Can these be deemed unreal ?
Can it be reckoned a word at all ?
if all things seen must disappear. Shouldn't we see all that is past ? In vain and empty lies to wallow-Is this our daily lot to follow ? Whatever is seen is certain; Naught is certain that is not seen. And what is seen is Shakthi true: This vision 'tis that is Eternal !ing nectar cool within.                                17
